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activities of the body politic and economic, and the latent strength of that vast whirl of international human solidarity—the accumulation which constitutes, in the eyes of mankind, the highest aim of all these combined—throughout this whole, for all time, run the three great principles of eternal conservation, the first scientific statements of immortality. All that we can see or know as a Thing, throughout all this limitless intricacy of things, proves, upon examination, to be a mere temporary form. It is a form of relationship, between component portions none of which possesses the attributes or abilities of the Thing itself. These attributes and abilities are the property of the form of relationship only. As this form is created, either from formless dissociate dust by its congregation into organized, interacting propinquity, or from senseless solidity by its comminution and disgregation into energetic sensitiveness, these attributes and abilities come into existence. As the form of relationship changes, so do the attributes and abilities. As the form of relationship melts again into formless dissociation, or solidifies into passive stolidity, the attributes and abilities disappear.
Creation, birth, life and death are of form only.    The one life of the universe continues unceasingly and unvaryingly.    It is the  reality alone,  not  the  form,  of  the  universe which is eternal.    It is that, too, which is imperceptible; which possesses neither attributes, character nor individuality.    It is not alone that the human senses take no cognisance of aught but mere form.    They take  cognisance  only of change in form.    If it were not for the birth, life and death of many millions of ether-forms before the eye each second, we should see no light.   Were it not for ceaseless alteration of air-pressure upon our ear-drurns we should live in blank silence.   Were it not for ceaseless chemical metabolism of  carbon, hydrogen,  oxygen  and  nitrogen— themselves unchanging—in vegetable life, we should live in a desert; though sun, moon and earth still circled, we should have no seasons; winter would mean a cold bare rock and summer a hot one, equally bare.   Were it not for the ceaseless birth, change and death of countless cells comprising our own bodies, so that we possess none of the flesh which we inhabited a few months ago, we should know no individual life and growth.    Were it not for the ceaseless procession of new-born babies into the world, of children shooting up into the bloom of adolescence, of